still air, and the silver rippling of the frogs. In the

magnolia at the corner of the house the mocking-bird
sang;          the Yalley the other one replied,

"Streaked for home5 with the rest of his
young Bayard said9 "him and his skull and bones, It
was Ploeckner," he added,, and for the moment his voice
was still and untroubled with vindicated pride* "He
was one of the best they had. Pupil of Richthofen's."

"Well, that*s something/9 Miss Jenny agreed, strok-
ing his head*

Young Bayard brooded for a time.

**I tried to keep him from going up there on that
goddam little popgun," he burst out again,

"What did you expect^ after the way you raised
him?" Miss Jenny asked* "You're the oldest* . . .
You've been to the cemetery 5, haven9t yon?"

"Yessum," he answered quietly*

"What's that?" old Bayard demanded*

"That old fool Simon said that's where you were*
, . . You come on and eat your supper," she said
briskly and firmly, entering his life again without a
by-your-leave, taking up thte snarled threads of it after
her brisk and capable fashion^ and he rose obediently,

"What's that?" old Bayard repeated,

"And you come on ins too*" Miss Jenny swept him
also into the orbit of her will as you gather a garment
from a chair in passing* "Time you were in bed." They
followed her to the kitchen and stood while she delved
into the ice-box and set food on the table,, and a pitcher
of milks and drew up a chair,

"Fix him a toddy* Jenny," old Bayard suggested*
But Miss.Jenny vetoed this immediately*

"Milk's what he wants, I reckon he had to drink
enough whisky during that war to last Mm for a while*
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